JOHN BULL ROUSED FROM HIS LETHARGY, 
A NEW SONG. 


| A John Bull lay aſleep on a Hogſhead of Beer, 
A raſcally Rabble, led on by Moafieur, 

Laid a Plot to {urpriſe him, and as it is ſaid, 

To drink up his Liquor, and cut off his Head. 


Derry down, Wc. 


Said Tom Paine to this Rabble, what Buſineſs has John 
To that Caſk of October he's ſnoring upon? 
Vat John Buſineſs ? Him Bulineſs, echoed Monſieur — 
You and I], Mongeur Paine equal Right to de Beer. 
Derry down, Sc. 


Notres Jacobine Gentlemen too is ver plain — 

Equal Right to John's Bullocks, John's Mutton, and Grain ; 
John's October ſans Doute for me verily tink — 

Good Liquor may tempt e en Diſſenters to drink 


: Derry down, Sc. 


You a right? cried a Tar, who ſtepd'd in unobſerv d — 
You a right Ragamuffins, you ought to be ſtarv'd — 
What drink up his Stingo, and quarter his Sheep — 
Steal his Cattle and Grain, while the Fellow's afleep ? 


Derry down, Je. | 


Split my Timbers, I'll rouſe him — then gave him a Shake, 
John ſprung on his Legs, and was quickly awake ; 

Graſp'd his good oaken Cudgell, prepar'd for the War, 
Kick' d Tom Paine, bang'd Montieur, and rewarded the Tar. 


Derry down, &fc. 


Then come on, all my brave Britiſh Lads, 

Loet us cheerfully drink the old Toaſt of our Dads ; 

Who with three jovial Cheers often made their Rooms ring 
With Long Life to our Church, Conſtitution, and King.” 


Derry down, Sc. 
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